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Summary: Drabble (x5). Tag to Ep. 1x5. "Behave" has meant a lot of 
things over the years. Today it means putting on a suit and tie and 
pretending you don't hate Lonnie's guts long enough to get through 
Will's funeral. But the tie part is going to be a problem. 
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Disclaimer: I do not own Stranger Things. No copyright 
infringement is intended. The title is a loose reference to "The 
Logical Song" by Supertramp. 
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Tag to Ep. 1x5: "The Flea and the Acrobat" 


Feel You're Presentable 


Behave has meant a lot of things over the years. "Shut up, kid, nobody 
wants to hear your jabbering." "Speak up, kid, what's wrong with 
you?" "Go to your room, you little brat." "You'd better get out here 
right now before I count to three." "Turn it down." "Turn it off." "Don't 
wear that." "Don't watch that." "At least try to act like a normal kid for 
once." "Don't you dare tell anyone where that bruise came from, or 
else." 


Today, behave means putting on a suit and tie and pretending you 


don't hate Lonnie's guts long enough to get through the funeral. Long 
enough to let him pretend for the neighbors' sakes that you're this 
perfect nuclear family rocked by a terrible tragedy, and Lonnie's 
come back like the perfect father to bring the peace and comfort and 
stability you and your Mom desperately need. And just like always, 
you're going to play along. 


Except for one thing: you can't figure out how to tie the tie. You fold 
the ends over each other, loop and tuck them every way you can 
think of, twist the tie all around your neck, but no matter what you 
do the knot doesn't form. 


Lonnie knows how to do it. You remember watching him as a kid 
before church on Sunday mornings, not because your family was ever 
particularly religious, but because Lonnie thought it looked good to 
show up with his wife and kids, all dressed to the nines, and drop a 
wad of cash into the collection plate when it came around (mostly 
ones and fives, but wrap a twenty around the outside and who's 
going to know?). You could ask him. It's one of those things dads are 
supposed to do, showing their sons how to tie a tie, or so you've 
heard anyway. 


But that would be admitting you need a dad, and you don't need 
Lonnie, haven't needed him for a long time, if you ever really did. It 
would just be another chance for Lonnie to toot his own horn: "Yeah, 
it's a good thing I came back to help out. Poor kid, Jonathan didn't 
even know how to tie his own tie. Kid really needs a father in his life; 
I don't know, sometimes I wonder if I could have been here, maybe 
this stuff with Will wouldn't have... Well, I guess we'll just never 
know." As if it was Mom's fault Lonnie ran around on her all the time 
and then came back mad and drunk. As if Mom hadn't sacrificed 
practically everything, including her own sanity, to try to hold their 
family together, only to have him throw it all back in her face. As if 
he'd ever been anything resembling a dad, whether you and Will 
were under the same roof as him or not. As if all this were anything 
except a big show. 


Forget it, you think, ripping the tie off your neck and throwing it 
down. You're through behaving. 


